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Talk To Me Softly 


Author's Notes: 
| keep writing one shots at ridiculous times during the night because my mum keeps disconnecting the Wifi. The 


world needs more Slars though. More perspective practice for me too. 


| sit and watch you as you talk to James and Kirk. l'm interested in the way you move your hands around 
violently, before they curl and pull your brown hair out of your face. | watch as you get wide eyed with 


excitement, and you wet your lips with a litle pink tongue. 
Cutie. 


| shift my position in my seat, rocking backwards and forwards on my bar stool until | can feel the legs rise 
off the floor, and I'm teetering. | see you watching. James and Kirk turn to look too and | realise I'm about to 
fall. Using all of my body weight, | force the stool to come back down onto the ground with a hard thump, and 
offering a smile towards you and your posse, you return it, and go back to talking with your frontman and lead 


guitarist. 


Your smile. Fuck. It could light a room, but | don't tell you that because l'm an idiot. m far too shy, and the 
only thing that keeps me going is heroin and alcohol. 


| don't know if you guys do much drugs. You certainly drink But I've never seen you guys duck off to the 
bathroom for a fix or anything. 


I've seen Dave do that. Dave, your old bandmate. We hung out once. Got high. Jammed. | nearly joined Megadeth 
but my heart laid with Guns N' Roses. Huh. Funny now, looking back on it. 


This band is splitting at the seams and we can't sew it back together. The Furious Five who travelled for miles 
in trucks and cars, hitch hiking to Seattle when we first started and becoming closer than ever -- we're not 
the same. The Threatening Three. Steven's not here. Izzy's not here. 

Just Duff, Axl and |. And Matt Sorum and Gilby Clarke. 

They're both cool guys, but they're.. Replacements. 

The word feels foreign on my tongue. 

If | had joined Megadeth, would | get to solo sometimes? Maybe. Would | eventually be fired? Possibly. Would | 
get a share in writing pure, unadulterated thrash? Yeah. Would | be used to thrash? No. Hell no. My soul is 


blues rock. 


You guys have gone from thrash band to just heavy metal in some people's minds but | don't care. | live to 


please you all and make sure our tour goes smoothly. But fuck.. Axl's been ruining it. 

I'm so sorry. 

I'm so sorry l'm a disappointment. 

It takes me a while to realise you're right next to me, poking my thigh as you try and get my attention 


"Hey Airhead" You laugh, and | smile warmly, ripped from my thoughts with no care in the world as | turn to 


stare at you. 

You're gorgeous. 

"Hi." | respond quietly, kneading my hands in my lap as you can continue prodding my leg. 
"You okay Slash? You look kind of.. Out of it" 


| nod, looking at you and smiling again as you cock your head to the side, and | look down, a curtain of hair 


shielding my face from you. 


"Saul." You sigh, and | look up. 
My name. 
My real name. 


I've never heard you say it and fuck does it sound good. Like sweet honey. To hear the molasses roll off your 


Tongue as you repeat yourself: 

"Hello.? Saul Hudson.?" 

| bite my lip. 

"Lars..?" 

You smile at me cheerfully and | want to kiss you. You're so cute when you're like this. 
| notice we're alone. 

"What's going on Saul?" You sigh and | hum to myself. 


My hands wander to caress your cheek softly, and being the affectionate guy you are, you don't mind. You 


kiss everyone anyways. Its not like it means anything -- but it means worlds to me. 


| draw nearer to you and you raise a brow in confusion, before my lips brush against yours slowly, locking 


perfectly. 


At first, you hesitate, but | slowly feel you becoming more comfortable as you open your mouth a little to 


allow me entrance, and my tongue tastes you. 
You taste good - the beer you've drank mixing in with just... you. 
You stifle a moan into my mouth and | swear it's the most beautiful thing | have ever heard. 


Your fingers - covered in scars and bandages from playing - tangle in my hair and my calloused ones stroke 


your face, lips moving down to kiss your neck. 


We break apart, and you take my hand, tugging me to one of the dressing rooms where you lock the door and 


pin me to a wall. You're only five foot six but | make no effort to escape. 


| feel limp. 


| flip you over and continue dragging my lips down your skin, hands pulling at the hem of your shirt as | 
remove it, and you remove mine. | hear you suck in a breath as you look at me, and | don't know why. 


I'm not that good looking. 
| never got the courage to tell you how beautiful you are Lars.." | mumble, blushing crimson. 


"Well, I'm glad you are now." You tell me, fingers dipping under the waistband of my jeans as you palm my 
crotch with your free hand. 


It feels so good and | can't help but shamelessly arch into you as you do so. 

You shimmy my jeans down a little and giggle a little when you see l'm not wearing underwear. 
You're not either. 

| don't know many people who do. 


You move downwards, taking my already hardening cock in your hands and stroking it slowly. 


"N-Nng.. L-Lars.." | moan as you run your tongue from base to tip. That little pink tongue that | watch all the 


time. 


Your lips close around my head slowly, and | try to maintain my composure as | turn around, so once again l'm 


back against the wall. 


Your little head is bobbing up and down as you work me, and | can't help wondering if you've done this before. | 


certainly haven't. 


My moans permeate the air around us, and | pull at my hair as you take more and more of me. | can see the 


swell of your cheeks as you do so, the way your Adam's apple bobs and vibrates. 


All of the little mannerisms you have turn me on, but | control myself. After all, I've never had any experience 


with this, and I've always been more dominant with girls. For some reason, you're leaving me breathless Lars.. 


So fucking breathless and | envy James, Jason and Kirk for being able to spend so much time with you. 
| don't deserve this. 

You lick the underside of my cock and | shudder. You're so good at this baby. 

'Lars.. Oh God.. Lars." | whisper, and you look up at me, all doe-eyed and beautiful. 


| can't believe how stunning you look. 


| feel my climax soon arriving and | try to hold it as long as possible. You pull your mouth away and save me 


from ruining such a picturesque moment. Well, you would look gorgeous either way, but still 
You lead me - all sweaty and breathless - to the couch, smiling at me. 


“There's some stuff lying around.. We've had a few escapades here." You mumble, looking around for God knows 


what. 
Lube. 
Ah yes. 


My cock is twitching and | stroke myself off a few times as | watch you saunter back over to me, chucking 
the lube over and taking off your pants and | groan 


Sure, you're not exactly big, but hey. 
| hold the bottle in my hands, unsure as to what to do next as you wait expectantly. 


You sigh, shaking your head as you take it off me and apply the gel onto your fingers, and | watch, transfixed 
as you probe yourself with them. 


Oh. 


That's what | was meant to do. 
Your moans are soft at first, and | sit, watching, waiting. 
Listening. 


Another finger and another finger, until you're biting your lip to stifle the noises escaping your beautiful 


mouth, and after a while, it gets too much for me as | motion for you to stop. 
You do. 


| take the lube in my hands and massage it onto my length, watching as you bury your head into a pillow, ass 


in the air as you wait for me. 
Fuck. 


What do | do? 


My tip prods at your entrance and your hips roll as | slowly enter you, and after the first of many mewls 


leave your throat, | begin to rock my hips back and forwards slowly. | don't want to hurt you. 

You're muttering things in Danish | don't quite know but it doesn't matter to me. Your sweet nothing's that 
you speak of in between your moans and noises of pleasure mean a lot to me my darling and so | go a little 
faster - a little deeper. 


You're digging your nails into the pillow, crying my name. 


"Saul, Saul.. Oh yes.. God yes... Saul." 


‘Saul: 


It feels nice to hear that over ‘Slash’ but | love it. To be treated like a person rather than a brand is 
something | cherish. 


Your cock is pressed against the couch and | lift you up a little so | can reach it stroking you off slowly, 


thumb smoothing over your tip lovingly as | draw out unbridled moans from you. 

| love you. 

"You're gorgeous Lars." | sigh, and with one more final thrust, | cum, my hot seed filling you and not long after, 
you do to, but I've already sat down, lifting you to rock your hips as | move you up and down. Your fluids 
spurt up your stomach and spill over my hand, and | lean over to suckle it off, and more moans leave you. 

| love it so much. The sound of your voice chiming through my head. 

Better than any music. 


I'm glad you know how | feel now Lars. 


| really am. 


